CONTRASTS

distant corner, an altar was lit with candles that
gave an effect as of fireworks in the heavy gloom.
The sudden change made you think, almost over-
whelmed you.

But it was at Avignon that I encountered the
greatest contrast. I do not care much for Avignon.
It is over-visited. The Palace of the Popes is not
worthy of its reputation, and the inhabitants are
not sympathetic. They must suffer dreadfully from
the mistral. I once suffered myself from the mistral
in Avignon, and I shall not forget it. The mistral
is a wind to destroy nobility of character and dry
up the milk of human kindness.

We stayed in one of two largest touristic hotels.
The evening heat was very oppressive. The hotel
was full of assorted British and American accents.
Not a "foreigner" in the building, except the
mistral-cursed staff I I often wish that all Anglo-
Saxons (except me and my companions) would
have the decency to stay at home and leave the
continent of Europe uncorrupted by their presence
and voices. The crowded dining-room of that
infernal hotel was more Anglo-Saxon than London,
and much more Anglo-Saxon than New York.

We fled from it, and in about three minutes were
in the square of the populace. Some Anglo-
Saxons would have the effrontery to call it the
native quarter. The large square was a most
soothing spectacle. All cafes, theatres, cinemas^
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